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They fly when we pursue; but make delay,

And, when they see you slacken, they will stay.

Sometimes it profits to conceal your end ;

Name not yourself her lover, but her friend.        820

How many skittish girls have thus been caught!

He proved a lover,, who a friend was thought

Sailors by sun and wind are swarthy made;

A tanned complexion best becomes their trade:

"Tis a disgrace to ploughmen to be fair;              8*45

Bluff cheeks they have, and weather-beaten hair:

The ambitious youth* who seeks an olive crown,

Is sunburnt with his dally toil, and brown;

But if the lover hopes to be in grace*

Wan be his looks, and meagre be his face*           s:io

That colour from the fair compassion draws;

She thinks  you sick,  and thinks herself the

causa

Orion wandered in the woods for love;
His paleness did the nymphs to pity move;
His ghastly visage argued hidden love,                B:JS

Nor fail a nightcap, in full health, to wear*
Neglect thy dress, and discompose thy hair.
All things are decent* that in love avail;
Head long by night, and study to be pale;
Forsake your food, refuse your needful rest,
Be miserable, that you may be blest

Shall I complain, or shall I warn you most?
Faith, truth, and friendship in the world are

lost;

A little and an empty name they boast*
Trust not thy friend, much less thy mistress

praise;

If he believe, than may's fc a rival raise*
Tin true, Patroelus, by no lust misled,
Sought not to stain his dear companion's bed;
Nor Pylmles Hermione embraced;
Even riuudra to Hrithotis still was chaste.
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